The Definition of the Aura The definition of the aura as a "unique phenomenon of a distance however close it may be" represents nothing " . a unique phenomenon of a distance but the formulation of the cult value ofthe workof art in categories of space and time perception. Distance is the however close it may be" opposite of closeness. The essentially distant object is the unapproachable one. Unapproachability is indeed a "distant however close it might be." major quality of the cult image. True to its nature, it remains "distant however close it might be." The closeness which one may gain from its subject matter does not impair the distance which it retams in its appearance, ' Broi<en Glass Marcel Duchamp's Large Glass was shattered in transit. Perhaps it was only facetious resiqnation which . . enabling a connection between the prompted him to say that the cracks in the glass finished the work, enabling a connection between the bride and bride and her bachelors, even" her bachelors, even if the work of reproduction had to be carried out by Richard Hamilton (for reconstruction is not quite reproduction), the shattering enabling contact but not fecundity. It would be interesting to find out if the chromed steel supporting the panels of glass was in any way deformed by the accident. The same Richard Hamilton was responsible for another reproduction of the bride et al. This was also mechanical, but in a different manner. He translated Duchamp's hand written notes, (themselves previously and painstakingly reproduced in exact facsimile, and published in The Green Box) which both explain and mystify the object to which they refer, into typographic form, published as a small green book. Walter Benjamin was of course not involved in any of these acts of production or reproduction. Nor did the automobile make anything but the briefest appearance, somewhere on the Jura-Paris road, with the spotlight child in attendance, in the notes, original, facsimile or typographic versions of The Large Glass. In terms of the real (and of course the reproduction) object only two elements appear which have anything to do with the automobile and that almost by default. Chromed steel and glass are the sticks and stones of the modern age, both in terms construction and the breaking of bones. In terms of this essay, this coupling will reappear, warped and in shards respectively. Significantly, I suppose, the rest of this story will mostly play itself out in London, the central subject a foreign object, the American automobile, standing out in marked relief against the background of Austin Minis. The central object of this article will be to be to explore the manner in which aura, or at least aura substitute becomes attached to mass produced mechanical objects, the transubstantiation of use value into cult value. Walter Benjamin will reappear in reverse.
inclinations of a Psycho Analyst "Not only is its appearance and its usefulness unimportant... What is important is to sustain production and " .
.^" , Quoting Arthur Drexler on the autoconsumption." "if an industrialised economy values the process by which things are made more highly than it mobile, values the thing, the designer ought to have the training and inclinations of a psycho-analyst. Failing clue to what we can expect in all the consumer industries. New products need market preparation to close the gap. Industry, and with it the designer, will have to rely increasingly on the media which modify the mass audiencethe publicists who not only understand public motivations but who play a large part in directing public response to imagery. They should be the designer's closest allies, perhaps more important in the team than researcher or sales managers. Ad man, copywriter and feature editor need to be working together with the designer at the initiation of a program instead of as a separated group with the task of finding the market for a completed product. The time-lag can be used to design a consumer to the product, and he can be 'manufacture'
during the production span. Then producers should not feel inhibited, need not be disturbed by doubts about the the consumer can come from reception their products may have from an audience they do not trust." the same drawing board."ĉ > 60 Unfit Substitutes for the Sexual Object. Fetishism "We are especially impressed by those cases in which the normal sexual object is substitutedfor another, which, though related to it, is totally unfit for the normal sexual aim. ..The substitute for the sexual object is generally a part of the body but little adapted for sexual purposes, such as the foot or hair or some inanimate ob|ect (fragment of clothing, underwear (car) which has some demonstrable relation to the sexual person, preferably the sexuality of the same. This substitute is not unjustly compared with the fetish in which the savage (sic) sees the embodiment of his god. ..Its association to the normal is affected by the psychologically necessary overestimation of the sexual object, which inevitably transcends everything associatively related to the sexual object. A certain degree of such fetishism is, therefore, regularly found in the normal, especially during those stages of wooing when the normal sexual aim seems inaccessible or when its realization is unduly deferred. ..The case becomes pathological only when the striving for the fetish fixes itself beyond such determinations and takes the place of the normal sexual aim; or again, when the fetish disengages itself from the person concerned and itself becomes the sexual object."n The Fetishism of Commodities and the Secret Thereof , .
,^"A commodity appears, at first sight, a trivial thing, and easily understood. Its analysis shows that is, in reality, a A commodity appears, at first sight, a trivial thing" "But as soon as it steps very queer thing, abounding in metaphysical subtleties and theological niceties. So far as it is a value in use as a commo ity, i 's c ange (transportation), there is nothing mysterious about it , whether we consider it from the point of view that but its into something transcendent.
properties it is capable of satisfying human wants, or from the point that those properties are the product of human labor. It is as clear as noon-day, that man, by his industry, changes the forms of materials furnished by Nature, in such a way as to make them useful to him. The form of wood, for instance, is altered by making a table out of it. Yet for all that. The table continues to be that common, every-day thing, wood. But as soon as it steps forth as a commodity, it is changed into something transcendent. It not only stands with its feet on the ground, but, in relation to all other commodities, it stands on its head, and evolves out of its wooden brain grotesque ideas, far more wonderful than Tables, of course, have no brains, wooden or otherwise. Social critics, of course, do have brains, wooden or otherwise, as do artists, designers, consumers even. It is through the use of those brains that it is possible to see a table as brain-equipped, a commodity as a fetish, an automobile as desirable. All of these more or less perverse activities are dependent on the ability or proclivity to project onto gross matter, human qualities, to read into objects human values. The fetish qualities of commodities may well not originate in their use value, but the suitability of an object to become a fetish is probably related to its use value. If one accepts the notion that the normal is normative rather than a rare pathology, it would be difficult for even the most sophisticated team of consumer-designers to persuade the general (normal) populace to go out and buy bug spray based on its subliminal sexual content. Of course pheromones could be present both in bug spray and cologne. I do not doubt however that a niche market could be found. But the car is another thing.
Psychology of the Everyday Object E-.3
In 1952, a constellation of young creatives, and critics, began to gravitate towards one another, an informal subset of the ICA in London. Within the space of nine months they became, successively, the "Young Group", the "Young Independent Group" and the" Independent Group", with Reyner Banham as convener/secretary.
Whether the ambiguity inherent in the name was intentional or not is not known, but it is fitting given the diversity of interests held by the members, and the divergent paths the various founders and their followers would beat. It is difficult to think in one breath of Pop Art and the New Brutalism as having bloomed in the same hothouse (until one thinks of James Stirling). The common ground appears to have been the desire to look at the world both "as found" and as found in the popular media. The world as found in England at that time was of course a world recently ruined, just beginning to embark on reconstruction after a war that had devastated Europe and parts of Asia and left the Continental United States with a phenomenal productive capacity and no real economic competitors. America had to send all those women who had built up the wartime industries home in order to consume all the commodities which the returning men were going to have to make in order to use all the surplus industrial capacity.
A new war of sorts; plowshares into swords, swords into silverware.
Analysis of a Fetished Commodity
"The artwork on this page is not a reproduction of an existing drawing. It was conceived and executed as a piece of "artwork" in the sense in which the term is used by technical artists and process engravers when referring to drawings made specifically for reproduction. There are also a few allusions to other paintings by myself."
Psychopathy of the Everyday Object
To return to Benjamin's definition of the aura as a "unique phenomenon of a distance however close it may be"
represents nothing but the formulation of the cult value of the worl< of art in categories of space and time perception. Distance is the opposite of closeness. The essentially distant object is the unapproachable one. Unapproachability is indeed a major quality of the cult image. True to its nature, it remains "distant however close it might be." The closeness which one may gain from its subject matter does not impair the distance which it retains in its appearance. ' What would be the status of the voluptuous woman perched seductively, a la Hollywood starlet on the bonnet, (or is that hood?), of a tumescent American car, if not unobtainable, at least to the presumably male, heterosexual American automotive consumer, if not to the advertising team. Desired, yet unapproachable, however close she may be. Also, a mechanically reproduced paper substitute for the real thing. But if one were to possess the object of her presumed affection, the car, that car, or at least one just We it, couldn't one perhaps possess a woman almost exactly like that one, just over there, just beyond the picture plane. I suppose this is nothing really new, but the conceptual compaction is stunning. Commodified libido as aura substitute, vehicle as prosthesis, which through repeated failure to achieve desired connection, becomes an end in itself, a fetish as understood by Freud, but prone to wear and tear, not to mention yearly stylistic redundancy, a new model year promising new hope, a fetish as understood by Marx. Karl, not Leo, not Groucho, come to mention it. This sort of conceptual hopscotch is of course dangerous. In confusing analogy between ideas with identity of ideas, it leads to reams of spurious cross-disciplinary cultural criticism the likes of this. I must at this point emphasize the analogy between this process and the process of fetishization, both are founded upon a confusion between the actual nature of an object and those things associated with that object. Criticism is of course read only by those already sympathetic, but advertising, and the commodities of mass consumption have a real market, and one often unaware of the motives of the producers, and of the imperfectly understood means at the disposal of the cross disciplinary teams attempting to design both desire and its perpetual unfulfillment.
Things could go horribly wrong.
There could be an accident. 
Crash
It is exactly this territory which J.G. Ballard explores in the three works mentioned in the chronology of works.
The Atrocity exhibition is a series of fragments about a series of fragmentary actions carried out, or possibly only imagined, by a series of protagonists. It is also possible that all those protagonists are merely the avatars of a single fragmented mind. Elizabeth Taylor, or at least the vastly enlarged pieces of her anatomy scattered on billboards is conflated with the landscape of London's western periphery. The location is the same in the novel "Crash", albeit without the presence of Taylor, but the themes are much the same. Potentially endless permutations of a miasma of confused desires. Sex, cars, sex in cars, between cars, with cars. Desire to become one with one's car in the ultimate con|unction between subject and object, a twisted heap of flesh and leather, blood and gasoline, steel and bone. And everywhere the sparkle of broken glass.
Broken Glass, again
The Barcelona pavilion is, like The Large Glass, like the Automobile, a mechanical work of art. It is also a reproduction, which is fortunate, for the original began to fall apart as soon as it was completed. It has leather seats.
It also has large sheets of glass held in chromed steel frames. It has a certain unapproachable sensuality, it provokes desire.
On re-visiting it a glint of light caught my eye. The glass is cracked, the leather seats are showing signs of wear It is no longer perfect, and its imperfections are the result of its interactions with the many visitors drawn to experience its reproduction aura. The damage wrought on it by its admirers, those bachelors of architecture, even as this is written both signifies enables a connection between its pristine conception and a fertile, albeit mundane reality. It is becoming ordinary, losing its distance.
An orchestrated collision
A reproduction of James Dean's Porsche speeds across the plaza. It slams into the travertine-clad concrete of the podium. The driver, an architect clad in black, catapults through the windscreen, through the plate glass wall, and is impaled on the Chromium plated steel of the Barcelona chair. George Kolbe's statue raises her arms to shield her face. As his lifeblood seeps out through the red velvet of the curtain, in which he has become entangled, the driver sees the glistening of myriad shards of glass on the black carpet, feels the leather against his face. He feels sublime. He is the fulfilment of design. He could have bought a ticket like the rest of us.
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